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from him; they were cutting the sparse rye with
scythes and raking up the cut stalks into little
bundles of straw.   As it was,  Pcnjami passed
staidly by and with unfeigned gravity said good-
morning in a voice not far removed from tears.
After long preparations, like muttered remarks
from afar, and taking care the whole time to
leave a little room for hope, the dread visitor had
come at last and relieved its victims of their
torturing   burden   of hopes.    In   Harjakangas
village Pa Ollila was the only man who harvested
a small crop of rye.   He did not, however, dwell
much on this good fortune, but spoke all the
louder as he went about saying, <c It's real hard
lines to think that it'll be spring before pine-bark
will be fit to eat."

Dusk gathers on the last Christmas Eve the
Nikkila family is to celebrate together.   Some-
how there is work to be done even in times like
these; even on Christmas Eve odd tasks keep the
family occupied to nightfall., so that no one has
time to let their thoughts dwell at any length
on Christmas until darkness forces them to go
indoors.   Moreover, on this occasion toilers in-
stinctively take special care to keep their thoughts
from dwelling overmuch on Christmas.   They
are for once in no haste to come together in a
Yuletide spirit of peace.   And yet in the depths
of their souls these outwardly rough ignorant